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during my honeymoon, and had lost all comfort in life before my friends had done wishing me joy. Yet I chose with caution - a girl bred wholly in the country, who never knew luxury beyond one silk gown, nor dissipation above the annual gala of a race ball. Yet she now plays her part in all the extravagant fopperies of the fashion and the town, with as ready a grace as if she never had seen a bush or a grass-plot out of Grosvenor Square! I am sneered at by all my acquaintance, and paragraphed in the newspapers. She dissipates my fortune, and contradicts all my humours; yet the worst of it is, I doubt I love her, or I should never bear all this. However, I'll never be weak enough to own it.
Enter ROWLEY
Row, O! Sir Peter, your servant; how is it with you, sir?
Sir Pet. Very bad, Master Rowley, very bad. I meet with nothing but crosses and vexations.
Row. What can have happened to trouble you since yesterday?
Sir Pet. A good question to a married man!
Row. Nay, I'm sure. Sir Peter, your lady can't be the cause of your uneasiness.
Sir Pet. Why, has anybody told you she was dead ?
Row. Gome, come, Sir Peter, you love her, notwithstanding your tempers don't exactly agree.
Sir Pet. But the fault is entirely hers, Master Rowley. I am, myself, the sweetest-tempered man alive, and hate a teasing temper; and so I tell her a hundred times a day.
Row. Indeed!
Sir Pet. Ay; and what is very extraordinary, in all our disputes she is always in the wrong! But Lady Sneer-well, and the set she meets at her house, encourage the perverseness of her disposition. - Then, to complete